TRANSITION
" That is how the detachment of comedy from
tragedy began."
Kinch fixed me with his smoke-blue eyes. The
fine, long, curved eyelashes conveyed contempt.
"You would realise that a satire or comedy uncon-
nected to a preceding tragedy involving catharsis, is
spurious as this is spurious. Without the tragedy,
without its purgation through pity and terror, there is
no need for relief or comic relief. Therefore, to have
these charwomen's callisthenic daughters dancing is
meaningless, unless we take it that the tragedy which
is presumed to have preceded their appearance is the
tragedy of the everyday life of those who have come
to find relief in this stupid display of expressionless
legs. In the ballet proper------ Excuse me." He
opened the door in answer to an almost inaudible knock.
A girl selling programmes had touched it. "Will
Madame excuse me ?" He was in that mood of his
in which he exaggerated his idea of gallantry absurdly.
" Madame," not knowing what to make of him,
giggled in confusion. Our friends wanted us in the
bar. I slipped the bolt on the door.
It is strange that it should require some lively,
uninteresting scene to enable one to be thoroughly
reminiscent and introspective: that is the effect the
swaying ladies had on me, and it was not interrupted
by the appearance of a music-hall soprano, once I
got over the momentary shock that it might be
Mercedes in another role. The uncultivated voice
of the poor creature put that beyond doubt. I went
over the years I spent in college. My injustice to
McNought in the days when I believed the fault was
in my stars, in him and hoodoos like McConkey and
the rusty-faced Virgin Queen, instead of my own dis-
taste for anything that did not interest me. The bad
luck I had in many of my teachers, the good luck I
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